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JOHN PAUSCH,
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MACK'S HOTEL.

. David L. Michails, Proprictor.
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paid

A

Ex-
able

No. 2

Roberts® Block. The highest price
country produce

"WYANDOT COUNTY BANK,

UPPER SANDUSKEY, ONIO,
and sell Government Securities, Ex-
B ' , Golil, Silver and Uncurrent Money,
mlu&. and a general banking busi-
ness noted. Collections made and prompt-

yremitted. Interest paid on time deposits.

G. W, Baxxr, Pres't. mj. A. MaxweLL, Cash,
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L. 5. HARRIS, NEW YORK.

FRED. ELLSWORTH'S
L'lm'l &;!E.IASIABLE. Horses and ve-

hicles to at any hour of the day.
Stable in rearof Van Marter House. mi16-8m*

Notice to Teachers.

The Board of Sehool Examiners of Wyan-
dot eounty, Obio, will hold meetin
for the eéxaminstion of teachers, in the
town of Upper Sandusky, as follews: On
the lst

and 3d 8 v ofﬁe];[tembeg
Ogtober, November, March, April, May an
tha first Baturdays of all other montgn.
No eertificate will Le granted exeept
et # rpegular meeting, nor will any b
granted unless the applicant appears in
rpemson and submits to an examination.
Written testimonials of Moral Character
will be required of all applicants and
thoss who have tanght will be required to
ent testimonials, showing their success
n teaching, andsigned by the Local Direo-
tors .of the school in which the applicant

‘waos last ¢ '
] to eommenee at 9 o’elock,
‘A.".'i:: the Sehool 331:;5 b.in ni‘z tolwn.
ats are nea unctunl,ns
lm 'ﬂltgn u:letqnimd into l.hpa clasa after
tneexamination has commenaed.
By order of the Board of Examiners.
J. H. MYERS, Clerk.
January 18, 1860.—tf.

TOWN PROPERTY

FoR sSAL=RE.

FWRE UNDERSIGNED OFFERS AT
Private Sale the following deseribed
property, situated in the town of
UPPER BANDUSKY, O,
In-Lot No. 127, being the property
in which I now reside. Also,
Out-Lot No. situated on the river
bottom and near the Railway bridge; a
fina pasture lot; containing two socres.

Out-Lot Neo. 121, eituated on Main
street, containing two sores; oan be laid
out into Eigh* building lots; a rare bar-
gain 1n this. Also,

Lotsa No. 4 and 5, in Garr’s addition;
si d'on Bth street; fine building lots
ﬁml.wu residences.

The above deseribed l:iroperty will be
sold lbw, and on reasonsble payments.
For further informntion, apply to the un-
dersigned, st his residence in said town.
= L. R. SEAMAN,

Jad. 28, 1869. 11-tf,

TO THE AFFLICTED.
‘MRS, LOUISA FROSCH,
HOMEOPATHIC PHYSICIAN!

“Oleveland, Ohio.

success in eurin nic

using Internal and External

{ies. Electricity, Life-resusitator,

(Baunsheidt) Liniments, Baths and
Ponultices.

Mre Frosch will be here again on the
20th, Z1st and 22d days of March, 1889.
m

Noy, 1§, 1868.-6
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VoLuME xx1V.

EVERYBODY KNOWS

WHO DOES

COMFOSE

GEN. GRANT’S

CABINET.

AND

Everybody

DOES ENOW

THAT
W.A. WIDMAN

KEEPS CONSTANTLY ON

HAND A

SPLENDID - STOCK

CLOTHS, CASSIMERES,

AND VESTINGS,

Ready Made Clothing,

AND

GENTS’ FURNISHING GOODS!

Of avery style and deseription, which he

is offering at the very lowest prices.

Custom Work

Done to order in the latest and most ap-
proved style.

The public is most respectfully invite
toecall and examine thestock and prices.
Remember the plase,

McConnell’s Block,

Upper Sandusky, Jan.1,1860, 1-¥

UPPER SANDUSKY, OHIO, THU

RSDAY MORNING, MARCH 18, 1869.

of new and beautifulJob Typeandothe

ing material, s now preparedto do all kinds
E B@M Wall, ===

wblican Fob Gfficr,

Hayinglately received a large sssortméit
print-

HAND-BILLS,
POSTERS, LARBLS,
Programmes, Cards,&e.,

Donegon the shortest notice, and In a8 manneér

that willbe satisfactoryto all.

THE LITTLE CRIPPLE.

The little cripple passed along

The quiet village stroet;

The olothes she wore were patched and old,
Yet very clean and neat.

Though she was sickly and deformed,

Her face was sweet and falr;

And the glossy curls around her brow,
Proclaimed a mother's care.

Ere long she passed the village school,
As from the open door,

A train of boys came shouting forth,
Glad that their tasks were o'or.

A few, more boisterous than the rest,
Themsalves erect and strong,

Began to mock the hump-backed girl,
Who quietly walked along.

OnceJennle uttered sharp retorts,

When jests like theirs she heard ;

But now that GRACE had changed her heart,

Bhe answered not a word.

Only the blush that dyed her cheek,
And the tear that down it stole,

Showed that the conrse, unfeeling tnunts
Iad sunk into Her soul.

Arrived at home, poor Jennie sought,
Her chamber smull and bare;
Methinks those thoughtless lads had wept
If they had seen her there.
Beside her lowly bed she knelt,
And sent this prayer to heaven:
“Oh, Father, help me to forgive,
As I have been forgiven !

Dear children, 'tis from God above
Health, strength and beauty come;

And He, in wisdom, has withheld
These precious gifls from some.

Be Kind to such, and learn to Kecp
The Golden Rule in view;

Nor ever let a eripple hear
A eruel taunt from you.

——ely S O B—————

GONE BEFORE.

There's & beautiful face In the silent air,
Which follows me ever nnd near,

With smiling eves and amber halir,

With voiceless lips, yet with breath of prayer,
That I feel, but cannot hear.

The dimpled hand, and ringlet of gold,
Lielow in a marble sleep;

I stretech my arms for the clazp of old,

But the empty air is strangely cold,
And my vigil alone I keep.

There’'s asinless brow with a radiant erown,
And s cross laid down in the dust;

There'sasmile where never ashade comes now

And tears no more from those dear eyes flow,
So sweet in their innocent trust.

Ah, wellt and summer is coming again,
Singing her sam?® old song;

But, oh! it sounds like a sob of puin,

As it floats in the sunshine and the rain,
O'er hearts of the world's great throng.

There's a beautiful rezlon above the skies,
And I'long to reach the shore,
For I know I shall find my treasure there,
The laughing eyves and am'er hair
Of the loved one gone Helore.
—_— D —

LITTLE FINGERS.

Busy little fingers,
Everywhere yougo;
Rosy Httle fingers,
The sweelest that I know.

Now into my work-hox,
All the butlons finding;

Tangling up the knitting,
Every spool unwinding.

Now into the basket,
Where the hevs are hidden,
So mischievous looking,
Enowing it forbidden.

Then in mother’s tresses,
Now her neck enfolding,
With such sweet caresses.
Keeping off o scnlz_uu 2.
Durling little fingers,
Never, never still;
Muake them, heavenly Father,
One day do thy will
From Packard’'s Monthly.
EDUCATION AS ITéSHOULD
BE.

BY HORACE GREELEY.

I have all my later life been trying
to express my views of Education;
yet, up to this hour, T apprehend
that the attempt has mnot been
crowned with entire sueccess. Cer-
tainly, I still find at least one half of
the few who condescend to remem-
ber that T kave expressed opinions
on this subject combating and con-
demning as mine nolions that I
never countehanced, and sentiments
I utterly disclaim.

Let me make, then, one more
effort, not by any means to exhaust
the theme, nor yet tfo say all 7
would gladly say upon it, much less
all that should be said, but to place
what I think and feel so clearly
before the public that I may die un-
disturbed by the painfal consciouns-
ness that what I have most tried to
utter is still practically unsaid.

My ideas may be of little worth
to others; but, if I am to beremem-
bered at all in this matter, I wish
not to be remembered as the advo-
cate of theories I detest, and praec-
tices I would gladly annihilate.

That Education is our hbighest
human interest, and even more than
this—that a life which finds its
culmination in a thorough and com-
plete mental cultore has been a
successful omne, though passed
mainly in prison or the alms-house
—that & well-disciplined mind with
poverty is preferable o riches with
intellectnal sterility or weediness—
that the trae end of our terrestrial
life is wealth, not of body, but of
soul, are generally propositions
which mo one disputes. Such, how-
ever, is the poverty and uncertainty
of language, that two widely diverse
conceptions are indifferently char-
acterized by the term Edueation, so
that, for want of proper definitions,
he who premises certain axioms
with regard to one of these con-
ceptions, is answered by one who
has in view the other; thus dis-
tinctions are proclaimed and aggra-
vated, when ihere is, perhaps, no
real difference, and abundance of
heat generated without educing any
light whatever.

In its narrower, technical sense,
Education means simply instruc
tion; or the imbuing of the mind
with certain racts, or rules, or terms,
by pedagoguiceffort. 1Inthis sense,
Edueation begins with the alphabet
and ends with attendance at school.
In this sense, Edueation merely

provides the mind with certain
implements of culture, leaving the

culture itsell to be otherwise ae-
quired—in part, by-the help of these
instruments, but in good part, also,
without them. 1n this sense, Edu-
cation does nof make the man, but
only provides certain tools to be
used in the process, whether by
himself or others. In this sense,
Education is but the latch-key or

pick-lock to the treasury of knowl-
edge.
Hence, when we hear men of

sense objecting that Education is
relatively worthless, or too expen-
sive, we must understand them as
declaring, not that frue Education
is this or that, but that what they
disparage is nof true Education.
True Education begins, not with
the primer, but with our entrance
on this “visible diurnal sphere”—if,
indeed, many of the influences which
powerfully affect it do not take rise
even antecedents to this. And, as
it begins with our mortal life, so
does it co-exist and end with it;
thouvgh, for certain purposes, it may
be said to be concluded when this
subject is fitted for a useful, hon-
orable, man (or womanly) career.
By keeping these two ideas dis-
tinet, it will be easy to solve some
of the most difflcult and stoutly
contested problems—as, for in-
stance, whether Religion should or
should not he taught in schools, and
whether the State should or should
not provide for moral as well as
mental training; thus placing itself
in a most important parental rela-
tion to every child.

Viewing Education, then, in its
broader and truer sense—as the
forming, training and arming of the
man for Life and for Eternity, be-
ginning with the mother’s cradle-
songs and ending with the final
prayer by the bedside of approach-
ing death, let me inquire, For bhow
much are parents responsible ? How
far are their best efforts liable to be
thwarted by the malign influences
of want and misfortune? How
much of it should the State under-
take?” How far may we trust to
what is vaguely termed Human
Nature? How far may we hope to
overbear malign circumstances by
the force of a happy constitution,
physieal and moral? What light is
shed upon this vast theme by the
observations of sages and the les-
sons of History ?

It cannot be denied that many
children inherit vieious constitutions
from their parents—not merely
defective or deficient senses and
physical frames, tainted and cor-
rupted through parental error or
vice, but moral naturcs also de-
praved and inclined to chicanery,
theft, debauchery and erime, from
the same source. Let those who
would understand and respect the
fearful truth on this subject consult
the standard writers on human
physiology, éspecially those of the
great phrenologists, and the less
timid writers on Marriage. Whether
Phrenology is & science or not, its
apostles have undoubtediy econtri-
buted immensely to man’s knowl-
edge of himself, and the inflexible
laws which govern his complex
being. 1If it be, indeed, a delusion,
then may . we say at least that, as
Alchemy was the pioneer of Chem
istry, and Astrology of Astronomy,
s0 has Fhrenology in our own day
contributed to the perception and
appreciation of a new continent of
true and vital knowledge.

I think parental responsibility for
the moral infirmities of children is
not yet sufficiently realized and
considered. We need to feel its full
force, in order to imbue us with
adequate charity for the faults which
strike us so unpleasantly. Here is
one—bad-tempered, or gluttonous.
or envious, even atthe wmother's
hreast: do we readily and uniformly
remember that some parental vice
or error was the canse of that mis-
fortune? Do the parents them-
selves always realize that they owe
more to this nnfortunate, and should
treat it with greater tenderness and
forbearance, than the morally
healthy and sane brother or sister
whose life is a perpetual joy to
itself and all around it ?

Whether, to the fair blossom of
immortality jost alighted on the
shore of Time, the dangers of
Wealth or Poverty are the greater,
is a problem requiring patient con-
sideration.

“Give me neither poverty mnor
riches,” said the wise Agar of old;
and a modern divine has oanly
shaped the general agspiration into
prayer in adding “especially pov-
erty.” 1If the perils of Wealth and
of Want are equal, those of the
Iatter are to the general mind far
more palpable and appalling; and
it is undoubtedly truoe that not in-
tellectnal growth and expansion
alone, but moral culture and per-
fection also, are cramped and ob-
stucted by Poverty. Gerald Massey,
one of our newest aspirants to soar
from the hovel of misery to the
heaven of poesy, thus touchingly
moralizes on his own sad experience
of a poverty-stricken, hunger-bitten
infancy and youth :

“I have been congratulated by
some correspondents on the uses of
suffering and the riches I have
wrung from Poverty, as thouogh it
were a blessed thing to be born in
the condition in which T was, and
surrounded with untoward circom-
stances as I have been. My ex-
perience tells me that Poverty is
inimical to the development of
Humanity's noblest attributes.—
Poverty is a never-ceasing struggle
for the means ofliving, and it makes
one hard and selfish. To be sure,
noble lives have been wrought out
in the sternest poverty. Many
such are being wrought not now by
the unknown heroes and martyrs
of the Poor. I have known men

snd women in the very worst cir-

—

cumstances, to whom heroism

seemed a heritage, and to be noble

a natural way of living. But they

were 80 #n spite of their poverty,

not because of it. What they might

have been had the world done bet-

ter by them, I cannot tell; but,; if
their minds had been enriched by

cnltore, the world had been the

gainer. When Christ said, ‘Blessed

are they that suffer,’ he did not
speak of those who suffer from

want and hunger, and who always

see the Bastile looming up and

bletiing out the sky of their future.

Such suffering brutalizes. True
natures ripen and strengthen in

suffering ; but it is that suffering
which chastens and ennobles—that
which clears the spiritual sight; not
the anxiety lest work should fail,
and the want of daily bread. The
beauty of Suffering it not to be read
in the face of Hunger.”

This is one side of the shield—
one very truthful and important. 7
know i, and thousands who have
wrestled with and vanquished
Destitution will unite in bearing like
testimony to Massey's. Poverty is
a rugged mother, and Destitution
may teach us to bear with fortitude,
but not to live nobly and to lofty
ends. Ifin the hovel or hut we
learn that great lesson—the sum of
all knowledge—we learn it in spite
of circumstances, not by reason of
them. He who is doomed to anx-
ious, daily struggle for scanty daily
bread, is most unlikely to aspire to
aught higher and nobler than
physical comforts. There was a sad
trath in the ragged newsboy's re-
sponse to the philanthropist who
reproved his dishonesty in borrow-
ing a sixpence of a brother newsboy,
and coming up a defanlter at the
appointed time of payment. *“You
should always make a point of
fulfilling every proinise to the let-
ter,”” said Philanthropy. “Yes, sir ;"'
responded Mercury: “but suppose
you're short, and can't 7’

Ah, many a man whose first step
downward on the ladder of misfor
tune was simple Insolvency has
landed at the bottom in irreileemable
Knavery. Indeéd, an old N-w
York merchant affiirms, as the
result of extensive observation, that
he has never known a man become
hopelessly bankrupt yet maintain an
unblemished reputation for integrity.
This may be to sweeping; yet the
great truth that urgent need is one
main source of moral ruin eannot be
too deeply considered in our plans
of edueation. To send out a youth
into a world of struggle and tempta-
tion unqualified to carn the means
of satisfying his legitimate wants, is
te launch him on a boiling ecurrent,
hurrying swiftly toward the deadly
Niagara of destruetion. The first
guaranty of a youth's integrity
through life may be good moral
diseipline, resulting in the adoption
of correct principles; but the next,
essential to the support of this, is
that industrial skill or training
which will insure him, in the always
possible case of failure in one
vocation, ready access o another,
aund so0 guaranty him a fair liveli
hood against any but the remaotest
contingeney.

And herein is where our Ameri-
can systems of Education are
destined eventually to impress the
civilized world, as more clearly
compassing the great practical want
of each individual man or woman
who may need—in any pressing or
remote event—the facilities of self-
support; the c¢hief of which, cr
more properly, the sum of which, is
many-sidedness ; the ability, if one
thing fails, to turn, without hesi.
tation or discomfiture, to another.
This is, happily, the fendency of our
best approved system of instruction
to-day.

But, while Poverty has #fs un
questioned and formidable perils,
Wealth, too, has its dangers, differ-
ent from those, but not less real,
perhaps not formidable. Of these
I will speak in continuation of this
subject.

—

Friendly Advice to Boys.
The Hancock Jeifersonian, of
oth inst., gives the following good
piece of advice to boys, which we

commend to our young readers :

While on our way to our office
last Tuesday evening, our attention
was attracted by a trio ofboys, who
had stationed themselves at Patter-
son's corner, and were amusing
themselves by pelting passers-by
with snow balls. The boys—who,
for this time, at least, shall be name-
less—very Kkindly refrained from
throwing at us, and for this mark
of kindness on their part, we pro-
pose £2 give them afew kind words
of advice, which we hope they will
take in the same spirit in which it is
given. We feel an interest in boys.
We werea boy once—an orphan
boy—but not a friendless one—for
we have always endeavored since we
were compelled to “paddle our own
canoe,” to so conduct ourselves as
to have the good will and respeet of
all with whom we come in contact.
Never lose an opportunity to makea
friend, if you can do so with honor
to yourselves. Never indulge in
any sport that will infringe upon the
rights or give pain to others. Nev-
er lose an opportunity of gaining
information. This yon can do by
agsociating with those who are well
informed. A better method is that
of reading useful books. No boyis
so poor but what he can obtain
books—and good books are the
best friends a boy can have. While
it is very essential that you should
have plenty of ount-door air and
exercise, you will yet have much,
which will go to loss unless you are
very careful. Improve every mo-
ment of such time. Btudy diligently
at school and athome, as every new

and useful idea gained is just that
much lever power to lift youto
places of honor and distinction.
Never beashamed to ask for infor-
mation, and remember that you can
meet but few persons who can not
give you some ideas that will be
useful to you. Be obedient and re-
spectful to your superiors, kind and
courteous to your equals, as well as
those who may be your inferiors.
Never neglect or slight any person
on account of humble origin or pov-
erty. A humble garb often conceals

our article, which is already too
lengthy. We hope our young
friends will read our words care-

much service to them in their
journey through life.
——— e —
How Common Window Glass is
DMade.
“There is another process,” con-
tinued the gaffer, “by which our
common window glass ismade. By
the way, if ever you visit Pittsburg,
in Pennsylvania, you must go into
the window glass factory there ; you
will find them very curious. Their
furnace, in the first place, is built in
the ancient style; it has no chim
ney, and the smoke from the bitam-
inous ceal they burn, pours out in a
cloud into the room. There are
openings in the roof for it to escape
through, and a continual draught of
air from the doors carriesit upward,
so that it is not so bad for the work-
men as one would think. Besides,
they do not begin to blow until the
smoke is all burnt off.

“There are five pots on each side
of the furnace ; and you will see five
men 1m & row, blowing all at once,
with the regularity of a file of sol
diers exercising. Each one gathers
thirty or forly pounds of metal on
his pipe, which is very long and
strong. They stand on platforms,
to get room to swing the glass, as
they blow it. The five men begin
to blow and swing altogether. Each
blows a great globe of glass, which
is stretched ont gradually by the
swinging motion into a cylinder, or
roller, as it is called, five feet long.
Then the five rollers are swung up
towards the farnace holes, and five
other soldiets spring forward with
their guns—which in this case are
iron bars, that they set upright un-
der the five blowing pipes to sup-
port them while the rollers are being
reheated in the necks of the pots.—
The blowers blow in the necks of
pipes with all their might, then clap
their thumbs over the holes to pre
vent the air from rushing out again;
in the meanwhile the end of the
roller is softened, so that at last the
air, forced in and expanded by the
heat, bursts it outwards. The glass
is then a cylinder, opened at one
end. It is whirled in the heat until
the edges become true, then brought
away—the five iron supports drop-
ping to the ground with a simulta-
neous clang. The cylinders arelaid
on tables, where the imperfect spher-
ical end about the blowing pipe is
cracked off from the rest by astripe
of melted glass drawn around it.—
The cylinder is then cracked from
end to end on one side by means of
a red hot iron passed through it.

“In the adjoining building is what
is called the flattening oven. The
cylinders brought there are lifted on
the end of alever, passed in through
a circular opening just large enough
to admit them, ard laid on some flat-
tening stones on the oven bottom,
with the ecrack uppermost. The
oven Dbottom is ecircular, and it re-
volves horizontally. As the glass
softens, it separates at the craek,
and lays itself down gently and grad-
ually on the stone. The long cylin-
der is then a flat sheet, three feet
wide, and nearly five feet in length.
There are four openings around the
sides of the oven; at one the glass
is put in, through another a work-
man sweeps the stone for it, a third
workman smooths it down with a
block as it comes around to him,
and a fourth, at the last opening,
which is close to the onc at which it
was put in, lifts the sheet—partly
cooled by this time, upon a carriage
in the oven. This he does by means
of a lever, furnished with sharp,
broad blades at the end, which he
works inunder the glass. When the
carriage is full, it is run through an
annealing oven beyond.

“The opposite end of the anneal-
ing oven opens into the cutting room.
There the carriages are pushed along
a central track, and unloaded at the
stalls of the cutters. The cutter has
a table before him, with measure
marks on its edges. He lifts one of
the sheets, lays it on the table, and
commences ruling it faster than a
school boy rules his slate. His rule
is a wooden rod five feet long, and
his pencil point is a diamond. Ev-
ery stroke is acut. Notthathecuts
the glass quite apart; indeed, he
seems scarcely to make a scrateh.—
Yet that seratch has the effect of
cracking the glass guite through, so
that it breaks clean off at the slight-
est pressure. 1In this way the sheets
are cut up into panes of the requi-
site size.”

“] should think the diamonds
would wear out,” said Lawrence.

“I remember,” said the gaffer,
“‘one workman told me that a single

years. It has fifteen or sixteen dif-
ferent edges, and when one edge is
worn out he uses another.

they are worn out for his purpose,
he sells them for jewels to be put in-
to watches.”— Qur Young Folks for
March.

fire-works.'

“Father, Come Home.”
A SErmoN 1% A Boneg—THRILLING
Errecr.
A correspondent gives the fol-
lowing account of the singing of
“Father, Come Home,” in one of
the music halls in London. Itis a
most beautifully touching appeal,
and the effect on all who .read it
must, to some extent, be the same
as that produced on the London
audience. Despair, love, hope and

id colors:
“Having reached the hall, we paid

an admission fee of sixpence.

a tolerable good orchestra. In the
stalls sat the chairman, to keep
order over as motely an audience as
ever was seen out of the gallery of
the Victoria Theatre. *Costers
seemed to predominate.” All ap-
peared plentifully supplied with por-
ter, and all were enjoying their
pipes to such an extent as to make
the place almost suffocating, for
there must have been an audience of
nearly five hundred. A migger
“walk around” was jusl being fin-
ished, and the shouts of encors,
whistling and stamping of fect made
the hall perfectly bewildering. A
name was pronounced from the
chairman, which we could not catch,
and amidst clapping of hands and
stamping of feet there was a buzz of
“This is the song!” The waiter
called londly, “Any more orders!”
and these being taken and duly
executed, all secemed to settle down
quietly to listen to thesong. There
was the symphony, and another
buzz of “This is it!” and we began
to feel anxious. Presently a female
came in front of the curtain, amidst
great applause, and commenced
“Father, dear father,” etc. Every
word was distinct and she sang
the ballad with great feeling. 1n
order, however, to fully describe
the scene which followed each verse,
itis necessary to give ““Little Mary’s”
song :

“Father, dear father, come home with me mnow,

The clock in the steeple strikes onel

[gong]
You prml::i.ud. dear father, thst you would gome
ome
As soon as your day’s work was done.
Our fire has gone out—our home |s all dark,
And mother's been watching since tea,
With

2 r little Benny so &tk in her arms,
n

10 one to help her but me.
Co ve home, come home, come home,
Please, father, dear father, come home."

At the conclusion of the last line
the drop scene drew up, disclosing
the father sitting at the door of a
public house, in a drunken bemud-
dled state, with a pipe and pot be-
fore him. Little Mary was trying
to drag him from his seat, at the
same time pointing to & cartain be-
hind, as she took up the refrain
from the lady, and touchingly sang,
“Come home,” ete. This other cur-
tain wasnow drawn aside, disclos-
ing a wretched room, in which was
the mother, with the poor, sickly-
looking boy in her lap, and in the
act of feeding him with a spoon.
Simultaneously with the drawing of
the cartain, the lime light was
brought to bare upon the tableaux,
given them a truly startling effect.
After a moment or two, the act drop
came down, and the lady proceeded :
“Father, dear father,come home with me now,

The clock in the steeple strikes Twol
[gong, gong.]
The night has grown colder, and Benny 18 worse,
But he bas been eajling for you.
Indeed he Is worse, mother says he will die,
Perhaps before morning shall dawn,
And this was the message she sent me to bring—
Come quickly or he will be gone.
Come home, come home, come home,
Please, father, dear father, come home. ™

The act drop rises again, and now
the child has hold of the pewter pot,
trying to take it from the drunken
parent, and, as she continues the
last two lines, “Come home,” etc,
the other curtain is drawn aside, and
we next see the child stretched out
on its mother’s lap, and, as it just
raises its little head and falls back
with a gasp, with the lime light re-
flecting strongly upon it, there was
a reality about the whole terrible to
view. Sobs were heard coming
from all parts of the hall, from the
female portion of the audience,
while tears trickled down many a
male cheek. We have seen “Susan
Hopley,” “The Stranger,” “Jane
Shore,” “East Linne,” and other
affective pieces played, but never
beforedid we witness a scene of
such general erying. The principal
feature called to mind the picture
of the “Sister of Mercy,” with the
dying chid in her lap, and death
was fearfully natural. Even the
lady who sang the song was effected,
and conld scarcely proceed with the
third verse;

“Father, dear father, come home wiih me now,
The clock in the steeple strikes threel

lgong, gong, goog, |
The house {5 vo long)y, the hours are so long,
For poor weeping mother and me.
Yes, we are alone—poor Benny is dead,
And gooe with the Angels of light
And these were the very lnst words that he said—
Iwant to kiss papa good-nightl
Come home, come home, come hame,
FPlease, father, dear father, come bome.™

Again the drop rose, disclosing
little Mary on her knees, appealing
to her father, who, with the pot ele-
vated, as in the act of striking her
with it, as she sings “Come Home,"”
and then the back curtain draws
aside, showing the mother praying
over a child’s coffin. Bunt aow the
sobs burst still more freely, and two
females are carried out fainting.
The scene was truly harrowing, and
we turned gladly ounr eyes away.

An additional verse was sung

angels above. The drop rose: the
father, sober now, ia weeping over

tain is drawn aside, and little Benny
issuspended over the coffin with
wings, smiling nupon them and point-
ing upward. The father falls for-
ward on his face, the act drop : de-

hushed save the sobs of the females.

“There,” said a wo

rkingman by
h of

our side, as he heaved s sigh
relief, ““Mr. Spargeon never preach-
ed a better sermon than that,” an
expression to which we assented,
and then left the hall.

From the Cincinnati Gazette.
THE EXILE'S RETURN.

General John C. Breckinridge

at Home — Reception by His
Friends and Neighbors.
In September, 1861, J. C. Breek-

a superior mind. But we must close |reform are all set forth in most viy- |inridge, the favorite son of Ken-

tucky, who had already reached al-
most the topmost round of political
preferences in this country, left his

fully and act upon them. They can|There was a very neat stage, with native State to join the ranks of the
do them no harm, and may be of|gaudy drop scene, side wings, and [Southern Confederacy, embarking

with all the zeal and ardor of a youth-

ful Kentuckian in the eause of the

rebellion. When that cause fell he

was too proud to accept the gener-

ous terms upon which the comman-

ders of the national armies offered

to accept the submirsion of the re-

bel hosts, preferring exile rather

than surrender. 8o, for four long

years he has been a wanderer from

his native land. But the Amnesty

Proclamation with which the late

President celebrated his last Christ-

mas in the White House reached

him'in his retreat, and he availed

himself of the opportunity to seek

his home again. For several days

he tarried in Cincinnati. As a tim-

id maiden, about to enter the pres-

ence of her adored, lingers on the

threshold, indulging in the sweet
fancies of the good time comiing,

80 J. C. B. lingered upon the bor-

ders of his native State, eager, yet
loth, to be clasped in her warm em-
brace. But to-day his heart would:
brook no longer delay. Driven in
the carriage of Mr. Wash. McLean,
whose guest he had been, to the de-
pot in Covington, he embarked for
Lexington.

Rumors of his coming had pre-
ceded him, and at Covington, as
elsewhere along the line, crowds had
gatliered to do him homage, eompo-
sed partly of those who had known
him before the war, and partly of
those who saw in him a sturdy and
onflinching representative of the
cause which, though lost, is still
dear to their hearts.

The train reached Lexington in
the midst of a cold drizzling rain,
but a crowd, respectable in point of
numbers, met it at the depot. As
soon as Breckinridge appeared, he
was greeted with hearty applause;
the throng surged about him so that
he counld, with difficulty, reach the
carriage waiting to convey him to
the residence of hLis cousin, Col. W.
O. P. Breckinridge. Pouring rain,
and the sloppiness of the streets,
prevented the Lexingtonians from
tendering him a public reception at
the hour for which arrangements
had been made, but the residence of
Col. Bregginridge was crowded until
a late hour with gueasts eager to tes-
tify their respect and affection for
Kentucky's favorite son.

Gen. B. expressed his anxiety to
avoid any publicdemonstations, say-
ing that he would much prefer to
take his friends singly by the hand
than to meet them in a public recep-
tion, He says that he has returned
with the view of confining himself
to the practice of his profession (the
law), and that he designs to take no
part in politics. He does not re-
gard himself as gualified at this
time to form an opinion respecting
the politics of the country. either
State or Federal, his loug absence
having rendered him somewhat un-
familiar with the movements of par-
ties here.

Despite the rain a serenade tock
place at half past ten, preceded by
bonfires and rockets. A very large
crowd, preceded by a band, assem-
bled in front of the house, the band
playing, and the people cheering for
Gen. Breckenridge. When the band
had ceased playing “Home, Sweet
Home,” somebody called for ‘“‘Hail
to the Chief,” and the crowd de-
manded * Dixie.”” The rain was
falling in torrents then, but loud
calls “*down umbrellas™ were made,
and down went umbrellas and up
went cheers into the rain.

At this point Gen. B. appeared,
and amid deafening cheers commen-
ced speaking. His remarks attract-
ed close attention, and were greeted
at the close with rounds of cheers.

Feriow Crrizexs : — In returning
home after so long an sbsence, I
would be a very strange being if I
were insensible to this very cordial
reception from my friends and neigh-
bors. I feel it deeply, and I thank
you sincerely. Recently I have ob-
served that it is very difficult for
persons in my situation to pursue
that line of conduct that they might
wish to pursue. Nevertheless, it
may be proper to say that I aceept
this formal but most cordial welcome
as purely personal, and containing
no particle of political significance.
EA voice, “That’s right."fﬂ Indeed,

can and will say that the tremen-
dous events of the last eight years
have had a great tendency to dead-
en, if not destroy, old party feelings
—and for myself I can truly ‘declare
that I no more feel the political ex-
citements that mark the scenes of
my former years, than if I were an
extinet volecano. I will not now say
more. except to express the pleasure
that I feel in coming back to the

diamond would lasthim two or three|about “Poor Benny"” being with the|people whom I so dearly loved.

BE—

A subscription papst was lately

South | the coffin with the mother and little| circulated with the following object
American diamonds, such as those| Mary on her knees singing, “Home, |in view:
he used, cost, he told me, from six|home, father, desar father's come|the amount opposite our names for
to thirty dollars each; and, when|home.” At this moment the car |thepurpose of paying

“We subscribe and pay
the organist

angd a boy to blow the same.”

Sixce the commencement of the
war the subscription book publish-
ers.of Hartford, Conn.,  have sold

“Ligar”’ ReapinG—A motto in|scends, and for a few minutes all is|five and a half millions worth of

books.



